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* * *

><p>Chapter One<p>

* * *

><p>Onscreen, Mia Mayhem was the self proclaimed First Lady of the Shield. Off screen, she was just a girl getting to live out her wildest dreams. She had known Seth, Dean, and Roman since they were all in NXT together. So it was bittersweet when the Shield broke up onscreen with Seth attacking Dean and Roman. He never touched her which led many fans to speculate whether she was joining the Authority with Seth or not. Backstage, she was actually the first to hug Seth.<p>

"It's not like I'm leaving, Mia." Seth rolled his eyes playfully as he returned the shorter brunette's hug.

"I'm sentimental. Shut up. I'm proud of you, Two Tones." A soft giggle escaped past her crimson painted lips as she pulled away from him.

They returned to the Shield's locker room just as the social media photographer finished taking pictures of Roman's bruised back. Mia winced at the sight though she was relieved when he shot her a soft smile which assured her that he was alright.

Dean smirked as he finished packing up his gear, "We should toast to the end of the Shield tonight. Seth's buying."

"We have a meeting tomorrow morning, remember? So drinking is out of the question for tonight."

He rolled his crystal blue eyes though he knew she was right, "Buzzkill."

"Idiot."

It was Seth's distinct laughter that stopped their banter from escalating as per usual. They both shot him a look which only pushed him to laugh harder.

"Not sorry. I'm just glad I won't have to put up with you two fighting anymore." He teased with a smirk on his face.

"Well for old times sake, you can carry my bags too." She smirked playfully in return as the four of them began to leave the locker room.

.

In front of most people, Mia and Dean got along fine, but behind closed doors they were like oil and water. They just loved to hate each other. At least they were smart enough to know when to cut the crap and act professional. The meeting went off without a hitch. After going home like usual for a few days, the four of them were back on the road for house shows and then Raw. On the show, She had chosen to side with the Authority though the fans would later learn that she was conning them. After the show, she drove with Seth back to the hotel. Seth and Roman were smart enough to get their own hotel rooms which had left Dean stuck rooming with Mia. Unfortunately for them, the hotel had been overbooked and they wound up in a single instead of a double which meant their room only had one bed. She had just taken a shower and then walked out in her pajamas which consisted of an old black t shirt along with a pair of pink boy shorts.

He was staring at the bed rubbing the back of his neck, "Maybe we could call up a cot or something."

"It's late, we're adults, and it's a big bed. Just lay down."

Dean wiggled his eyes playfully as they both crawled into the bed, "I knew you wanted me."

"Go to sleep and keep your hands to yourself, Ambrose." She smacked him with a pillow before tucking it under her head.

Somehow in the course of the night her head would wind up laying against his chest and his arms would find their way around her waist. Though neither would ever admit it out loud, it was the best sleep they had gotten in a long time. Mia was the first to wake the next morning surprisingly with a smile until she realized she was in his arms. She attempted to move quietly only for him to tighten his hold on her.

"Damn it, Deano. I have to pee." She shoved him which woke him up just enough to loosen his arms from around her.

The petite brunette slid out of his arms running off to the bathroom. It was when she walked back out that she saw that he was now fully awake. As he took his turn in the bathroom, Mia checked her cell phone. She had moved on to grabbing an outfit for the day by the time he walked back out of the bathroom.

He watched her for a few moments before he finally spoke up, "So about this morning..."

"There's nothing to talk about, Dean." She interjected not bothering to look at him.

Dean scoffed as he ran his fingers through his hair, "Bullshit, Mia. There's plenty to talk about."

"Piss off, Ambrose. I haven't even had my coffee yet."

A knock at the door stopped him before he could say anything further. Rolling his eyes, he walked over to the door only to find Roman standing on the other side with a tray of coffees. His long hair was pulled back into a bun as a fitted shirt and dark blue jeans adorned his muscular form. As Roman stepped inside the room, he noted that the tension in the air was so thick that it could be cut with a knife. He was used to it by now when it came to them.

"You are a godsend. Thank you, Ro." Her caramel brown eyes lit up as she stood on her tip toes to press a kiss to his cheek.

"You're welcome, baby girl. Figured I'd bring ya'll some coffee before you two decided to kill each other." A deep chuckle emanated from his throat as he handed one of the coffees to her.

"We're good. I'm meeting Paige in a few. I should go get ready." Mia nodded her head as she took a sip of the hot caffeinated liquid on her way to the bathroom to get dressed.

"Alright, what's going on with you two?" He asked once she was out of earshot.

Dean shook his head taking a sip of his coffee, "Nothing, man. Same shit, different day."

.

"Oi! When are you two going to just screw each other's brains out already?"

"Paige!"

"What? You know it's true." The raven haired wrestler smirked as she tossed a french fry at her friend.

"One, you know I have a boyfriend. Two, that'll happen when you finally admit your crush on Two Tones." Mia smirked back as she caught the fry and popped it into her mouth.

"Right. I forgot about him. Too bad. Wait, what? I have no idea what you're talking about. I'm not crushing on anyone." She sipped her milkshake innocently earning a laugh from the brunette.

"Fine, but you know I'm right. I've seen you stare at his ass when he's in his new gear."

"His ass looks good in leather. I can't help it." Paige pointed out as her pale face grew red from her blush.

"Don't have a crush, my ass."

"Don't want to screw his brains out, my ass." Paige mocked her friend playfully.
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* * *

><p>Chapter Two<p>

* * *

><p>"Seth is Mr. Money In The Bank and Dean's about to become a movie star. I feel like I've entered an alternate timeline." Mia teased giggling softly as she was laid out by the hotel pool in a lounge chair.<p>

"Are they going to write Dean out or is he going to balance wrestling with filming the movie?" Paige asked from her spot under the umbrella.

"As much as I'm sure he'd love to keep wrestling while filming, I think they're writing him out. His last Raw's supposed to be tonight." She shrugged as she laid there with her eyes closed.

Just then, an ice cube landed on Mia's bare stomach. Her eyes flew open just in time to see Dean backing away laughing.

"Ambrose!" Grabbing the ice cube, she jumped up chasing after him only to drop the offending piece of ice down the inside front of his pants.

Dean jumped at the feel of the cold against his skin, "Holy shit!"

Her laughter rang out as she watched him wiggle around trying to get the ice cube out. Lucky for him, it was about time for her to get ready to head to the arena anyway. It was only after she arrived that she was pulled aside by Seth. He led her into his locker room causing her to eye him curiously.

"Tonight's going to be brutal. I just wanted you to know beforehand that he'll be fine."

"I know how it works, Seth. I'm a big girl. I can handle it. Not like I'm dating the guy." She rolled her eyes somewhat playfully at him.

"You could be." He chuckled softly.

"Oh god, not you too. Paige will have a field day when she hears about this." Mia shook her head and laughed as she walked out of the locker room.

Though she didn't have a match that night, she did accompany Seth to the ring. It was only when she got involved between him and Dean that the ref sent her to the back. She met up with Paige backstage and they found a monitor to watch the rest of the show. Even though they knew it was coming, the girls still gasped when Seth curb stomped Dean on cinder blocks. It bothered Mia more than she cared to admit.

"Fuck you!"

Dean glanced up as his locker room door shut behind him surprised to see her standing there, "What are you on about now, Short stack?"

"Did you have to make it look so real, you asshole?" Mia shoved him a bit.

He chuckled softly at that, "Well what do you know, she cares about me after all."

"Jackass."

"Bitch."

"Ugh. Why do you have to be so damn annoying?"

Dean reached out grasping her hips pulling her flush to him, "Why do you have to be so fucking hot?"

The movement elicited a gasp from her lips. Warm brown met ice blue as their eyes locked on each other. As he leaned in, a knock at the door startled them apart. He swore under his breath as she moved past him walking out as Roman stepped in eyeing him curiously.

"Have fun in Hollywood, Dean." Her voice lingered in the air.

.

The weeks went by faster than she would have liked and before she knew it, they had reached the night of Dean's return at the Night of Champions pay per view. Roman wasn't there as he had fallen ill and needed to get hernia surgery. Mia had practically been glued to her phone since that piece of news had come in. He was practically like a big brother to her so she couldn't help worrying.

"You can stop pacing the floors now, baby girl. I'm alright." Roman's voice was deep and groggy on the other end of line.

"How did you even...you know what, never mind. I'm just glad you're okay. Don't scare us like that again, big man." She sighed in relief glad to hear that he was okay.

"Because I know you, Mia. Yes, ma'am. So have you seen Dean yet?" His voice took on a knowing tone as he relaxed.

"They have him hidden somewhere, I'm sure. You just relax and let your girls take care of you."

"You know I will. Little one's already volunteered to brush my hair for me."

"Anyone would. You have a beautiful head of hair, Uce. Oh, I've got to get going. Show's about to start." Mia chuckled softly and said her goodbyes.

The show went off without a hitch. The pop for Dean's return had been deafening. She had been in her locker room packing her gear up after the show when he walked in.

"Dean..."

Before she could say anything else, he had pulled her into a kiss. She froze for a moment before giving in deepening the kiss. Her hands gripped at his shirt tightly as they got lost in the moment. The need for air soon overcame them and he broke the kiss reluctantly. Reality settled back as she reached up wiping the traces of her lipstick from his lips. As she turned away to grab her bags, another voice was heard that made Dean feel as if someone had dumped ice water over him.

"Ready babe? It's getting late."

"Yeah, I was just welcoming Dean back, Alex." Mia grabbed her bags walking toward the door.

Dean licked his lips smirking at her words not caring what her walking talking fuckboy of a boyfriend thought. It was only when she arrived back at the hotel to find the romantic set up in her room did she remember that it was her anniversary with her boyfriend. Her emotions were mixed, but she plastered on a happy smile. Mia arrived to the arena the next night for Raw with sunglasses on.

"What he do? I'll kick his ass." Seth called out as he reached for her sunglasses.

"Calm yourself, ninja boy. He didn't do anything. I had a wee bit too much to drink." Mia removed her glasses showing no bruises much to his relief.

"Oh."

"Why is everyone so quick to assume the worst when it comes to my boyfriend?" It was a rhetorical question, but she wasn't surprised when it was answered.

He strolled past them with his usual swagger and smirked at her, "Because he's a total douchebag."

"You're a total douchebag."

Dean chuckled as he walked into his locker room for the night, "Didn't stop you from kissing me."

"You idiot. Someone could have heard you." She glared at him as the locker room door shut behind them.

He shrugged as he set his bags down, "So let them hear."

"You are such an asshole." Turning on her heel, Mia stormed out of the room.

.

After Raw, Mia left the arena and drove straight to the hotel. She flew out early Tuesday morning to Florida to visit Roman and his family. She never turned down a visit with them nor a chance to eat some of Mama Reigns' food which she knew there was plenty of at Roman's house. It also felt good to see with her own eyes that he was indeed okay. With his daughter taking a nap and his wife in the kitchen with his mother, his house was pretty quiet for the moment.

"Now you know I try not to get involved in anyone's relationship business, but what's going on in that head of yours, baby girl?" His deep voice was tinged with concern as he laid back on his couch.

"Dean. He drives me crazy. Also Sunday was my anniversary with Alex."

"It's Dean. He drives everyone crazy. Well that's great, isn't it? You don't sound so happy."

"Yeah well it kind of ended on a sour note. I might have moaned Dean's name that night. He dumped me last night after Raw." Her face flushed in embarrassment.

"Well if that's not a sign...i'm sorry he dumped you." Roman fought back a laugh shaking his head.

"Maybe we just need to get it out of our system."

"I don't think it works quite like that, Mia."

"Or I could just distract myself with trying to set up Two Tones with Paige." A mischievous glint sparkled in her warm brown eyes.

"Seth and Paige? I could see it maybe. Let them figure things out on their own, you brat." He chuckled softly and winced.

"Yeah, but where's the fun in that?"
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* * *

><p>Chapter Three<p>

* * *

><p>By the time October rolled around, Mia had officially severed all ties with her now ex boyfriend. The most annoying one being moving out of the place they had shared. At least Paige was nice enough to let her move in to her place. It was a bit crowded, but they made it work for the most part. Of course she had no time to dwell on that as she had to get back on the road for work. Roman wasn't due back until at least December unfortunately. Tonight was the first Raw since Mia had turned against the Authority. It was after a brutal handicap match against the Total Divas that she was left laying in the ring. The Authority's music hit and Stephanie walked out with Seth. She had a mic in hand as they went down to the ring. Mia struggled to get up as Stephanie went off on her for leaving the authority and telling her there would be consequences. When she was in the perfect position to be curb stomped, Seth smirked and acted like he was going to curb stomp her. Dean's music hit and he ran out to the ring tackling Seth with a flurry of punches. Stephanie hurriedly got out of the ring followed by Seth rolling out to escape Dean. It was Dean's music that hit again as he watched them back their way up the ramp and he walked over to help Mia up keeping an eye on the pair that were on the ramp.<p>

As the show went to commercial break, Dean helped Mia out of the ring and to the back. His arm was still around her when they were finally backstage. Her head instinctively rested against his shoulder as they listened to Stephanie talk to them out of character. It was only when the older woman walked away that Mia realized Dean's arm was still around her. She pulled away from him and walked away back to her locker room. The brunette managed to avoid him for the next few days until Saturday night after the house show. She wasn't tired and it was still early enough in the night to enjoy a drink. Mia had opted for the hotel bar, but instantly regretted it when she realized he was there too. She knocked back a few shots of tequila trying to ignore the burning jealousy that was growing within her. She shouldn't have been jealous of him flirting with some random girl. He was a jerk anyway. At least, that's what she kept telling herself. Unwilling to get completely wasted, Mia paid for what she had already drank and left the bar. She had just stepped onto the empty elevator when she faintly heard him say her name. Turning to face the doors, she was surprised to see him heading her way. She reached out pressing the close doors button, but he managed to step in right before they closed. She swore inwardly refusing to look at him as she pressed the button for her floor.

"Shouldn't you be back at the bar flirting with that girl who is clearly drunk enough to fall for your charms?"

Dean's lips twisted into a smirk as he chuckled softly, "Jealous much, Darlin?"

"Never."

The elevator seemed to be crawling upwards way too slowly for her liking.

He leaned in sending a shiver down her spine as he whispered in her ear, "Sure could have fooled me."

"On second thought, maybe I'll go back down to the bar. There was that cute guy sitting in the corner."

He growled as he pulled her body closer to him, "Not funny, Mia."

"Piss off, Ambrose." She shoved him back and stepped out of the elevator as the doors slid open on her floor.

Dean ran his hands over his face before following her out, "Mia."

"Dean."

He stopped at her door watching as she slid the key card into the slot, "Why are you avoiding me?"

"I'm not..."

"Bullshit, Mia."

"Fuck off, Ambrose. I don't have to explain a damn thing to you." Mia rolled her eyes as she opened the door to her hotel room.

He held his hands up and chuckled, "Fine. Don't. Maybe I'll go back to the bar and continue flirting. Maybe I'll even bring her back to my room."

"Asshole." She shoved him as she stepped backward into her room.

"Knew you were jealous."

"I fucking hate you." Despite her words, her lips met his as she pulled him into her room kicking the door shut behind him.

Clothes were tugged off frantically in a trail that led to the bed. His hands and lips were everywhere committing every inch of her body to memory. Her hands shoved him onto the bed and his blue eyes stared up at her searing the image into his mind. As she crawled on top of him, he gave her a look as if to ask if she was sure. She pulled him into a kiss and he took that moment to flip them over pressing her back against the bed.

It was just to get it out of their system, right?

.

As she stirred awake, Mia couldn't help smiling a bit at how deliciously sore her body was at the moment. His arm tightened around her bare torso as she felt his lips brush against her uncovered shoulder. She bit her lip as reality set back in. Somehow he had managed to get under her skin more than anyone had ever did and last night didn't change that at all. All it did was make her want him even more. She sat up holding the stark white sheet against her olive toned skin earning a displeased groan from Dean. Mia ignored him as her free hand ran through her dark messy locks.

Dean rubbed his eyes and sighed, "Come on, we just woke up and last night was...amazing. Can we set aside our differences for a few minutes, at least?"

"Good morning, Dean."

He smirked as he sat up and kissed her cheek, "Morning, Beautiful."

She couldn't fight the smile from appearing on her face.

"You should get going. We still have a house show tonight."

Dean sighed as he laid back again, "In a few. Maybe. Look, about last night..."

"It was great, I know, but it was just sex." She interjected as she moved to get out of the bed.

"Again, Bullshit, Mia. We both know it was a hell of a lot more than that."

"No, it wasn't. I just got out of a relationship, Dean. I can't do more than just sex right now."

He ran his fingers through his hair and groaned, "Mia..."

"I'm going to hop in the shower. You can let yourself out." She leaned over the bed kissing him once more before making her way to the bathroom.

He was gone before she even made it back out.

.

"Do they seem extra grouchy toward each other today or is it just me?" Seth asked as he watched Dean and Mia avoid each other later that day.

"Not just you. They had sex." Paige smirked as she sipped her tea.

"About damn time. You'd think that would have made them less grouchy though."

"Have you met them?" She raised her eyebrows at him knowingly.

"Touche. So what are you doing after the show?"

"Driving to Raw. Wait, did you just ask me out?" Paige's eyes widened as she nearly choked on her tea.

"If you're not busy." He rubbed the back of his neck nervously.

"NO! I mean, no not at all."

"Great. I'll catch up with you later." Seth leaned in kissing her cheek before he walked away.

Paige stood frozen for a moment watching as the two tone haired superstar walked away. Snapping out of it, she went off to find Mia and fill her in on what happened.

"I'm happy for you guys. Wait, how'd you know I slept with Dean? I didn't even tell you yet." Mia smiled and then looked curiously at her friend.

"You're practically glowing, walking a little slower than usual, and winced a bit when you sat down. That good, huh?" She smirked shooting her a knowing look.

"Amazing actually. I mean, shut up, Paige." She couldn't fight the smile that appeared on her face yet again.

"You naughty little minx. Fine, I'll shut up about it. Oh my god, Mia, I'm going out with Seth. What the hell am I going to wear?"

"Paige, you could wear a potato sack and he'll still think you look gorgeous. Driving to Raw isn't a bad first date. Just the two of you talking. Wear what you usually wear to drive." Mia assured her though she knew Paige would be just fine.
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><p>Chapter Four<p>

* * *

><p>It was time for Raw and all of the ladies were busy backstage putting their various costumes on. Tonight there would be a Halloween themed battle royal to determine the new number one contender to the Divas Championship that Nikki Bella was currently holding. Mia was excited because she would be taking part in it and she couldn't wait to show off her costume. She was bent over lacing up her boots when she heard a low whistle from somewhere behind her. The brunette couldn't help smirking a bit at that.<p>

His steel blue eyes widened at the sight of her bent over in tiny red and blue shorts that barely covered her ass, "Damn Mia."

"Don't get any ideas, Deano." Her back was still to him as she stood upright and zipped her matching jacket.

Dean couldn't resist smirking at that, "Oh I'm getting plenty of ideas, darlin."

"Perv." Mia smirked as she faced him reaching out to smack his arm playfully.

He caught her hand pulling her flush to him and moved to kiss her. Her finger pressed to his lips instead as she smiled at him.

"Later. I'm about to go out there. If I kissed you, I'd have no time to fix my make up." She winked as she pushed past him toward the door.

Dean took that opportunity to grab her ass causing her to squeal. He let out a chuckle as he watched her rub it on her way out the locker room. True to her words, the battle royal was up next. He was glued to a monitor ignoring Seth's teasing remarks. Mia skipped onstage waving at the fans and made her way down to ringside. Her hair was in pigtails with the end of one dip dyed red and the end of the other dip dyed blue. She played it up for the fans as she got into the ring and skipped her way to the center. Her hands went to the zipper of her jacket earning cheers from the crowd as she unzipped it revealing a white shirt with red sleeves. As she tossed the jacket out of the ring, the camera caught a glimpse of the front of the shirt. In black letter across her chest were the words 'Dean's Little Monster'. The camera panned to her face again and she winked before the bell rang signifying the start of the match.

It was down to Brie Bella, Alicia Fox, Paige, and Mia once the dust had settled. Foxy had thrown Mia toward the ropes believing her to be eliminated and focused on Paige. Behind her, Mia rebounded on the ropes just like Dean usually did and launched herself at Foxy. The momentum sent Foxy falling out the ring eliminating her. That left Brie all alone in the ring with Mia and Paige. With a shout of Brie Mode, the brunette went on the offensive attacking both Mia and Paige with a flurry of kicks. It was only when she turned around to kick Mia again that she was speared through the ropes landing on Foxy and Nikki. Paige moved to push Mia out of the ring, but was rewarded with being kicked backward. As the two girls fought in the ring, Nikki gathered her bearings. She slid into the ring smashing Paige in the face with the title and then moved to hit the Rack Attack on Mia. Just as she went to hit the Rack Attack, Mia slid off of the champion's shoulders and kicked her in the midsection before hitting Dirty Deeds. The crowd cheered and she grabbed Paige pushing her through the ropes. As the bell rang, Mia shoved Nikki out of the ring as well before holding up the title as she celebrated. The show went to commercial and she tossed the title at Team Bella's feet as she hopped out of the ring.

Dean smirked watching as she walked into the locker room backstage, "Nice shirt."

"Thanks Puddin."

It was only a short while later that Seth walked in only to find them attached at the lips while Dean's hands were under said shirt. He cleared his throat looking away though amused at the sight. Dean groaned reluctantly removing his hands from under her shirt as they caught their breath. She scrambled to make herself look decent and reached out wiping her lipstick off of his lips.

"Ugh, you better not be hard in the ring, man." Seth teased as he stood in the doorway.

Dean rolled his eyes giving him a playful shove, "The only thing that's going to be hard is my fist in your face, Rollins."

.

"I need your help."

Dean froze at the Brit's voice suddenly cursing his decision to go home with Mia the night before, "Who me?"

"No, the boogeyman. Yes you, dummy." Paige rolled her eyes as she moved past him to pour herself a cup of coffee.

He sighed rubbing at the back of his neck, "What could you possibly need my help with?"

"Mia's birthday is coming up and.."

The older man shook his head and laughed, "And we both know she hates surprises."

"She'll love this one. Stop being a party pooper."

He chuckled taking a sip of his coffee, "Fine. I thought we were keeping it simple. What do you need my help with?"

"I need you to pick her mom up at the airport."

Dean froze again as his blue eyes widened, "Can't Seth or Roman do it?"

"Roman's still recovering from surgery and Seth is helping with set up."

He swallowed hard as he glanced around the kitchen, "Why can't you do it?"

"Because I'm the one keeping the birthday girl occupied until it's time for her to arrive at the party and no, we can't switch jobs. I want her to actually be able to walk into the party." Paige shot him a knowing look as she took a sip of her coffee.

Dean smirked at that and nodded his head, "Okay, you got me there."

"So you'll do it?"

He sighed as he ran his fingers through his hair, "Fine, but if I die, it's on you."

"Big baby. You'll be fine. Just don't speed." Paige giggled softly as she walked out of the kitchen.

.

Dean walked into Mia's room just as she hung up her phone. He was about to speak when he heard her sniffle. Setting their coffees aside, he sat down on her bed pulling her into a hug. She relaxed into his embrace letting her tears fall for a few moments before pulling back. He wiped her tears away and she couldn't help smiling softly.

Dean handed her coffee to her which she accepted gratefully while still eyeing her with concern, "What's wrong?"

"Nothing. It's silly." She shook her head and took a sip of her coffee.

He scoffed as he reached out for his cup, "Can't be silly if it made you cry."

"I'm homesick. I was just talking to mom and, I don't know, I just really missed home all of a sudden." Mia shrugged her shoulders and sighed.

Dean sipped his coffee as he nodded his head in understanding, "When you're on the road as much as we are, it's normal to get homesick."

It was then that he realized exactly what he was going to get her for her birthday.

.

After the next Raw, Mia was confused when he insisted they ride together, but she went with it out of curiosity. Dean only chuckled when he saw the puzzled look on her face upon their arrival at the airport. It was after they went through security and arrived at the boarding gate that she realized where they were going. Mia was in stunned silence for most of the flight and he couldn't help wondering if he had messed up. It was only when they were finally standing in New York that she finally spoke up.

"I'm home. You brought me home."

Dean smiled letting his dimples show as he looked at her, "Happy Birthday, Mia."

She pulled him into a kiss draping her arms around his neck. It was the sweetest thing anyone had ever done for her. She spent the next few hours showing him all of her favorite places in her hometown. The only thing that seemed to disappoint Mia was her mom not being home. As much as she missed her mom, she didn't want to make her drop whatever she was doing just to come home and see her. Dean was just glad that she would get to see her mom sooner than she thought.

"I wish we could stay a bit longer."

His arms slid around her waist holding her close, "We could, if you want."

"Mm, yeah. Wait, no, I've got plans with Paige tomorrow." She leaned back against his chest and sighed contently.

Dean chuckled softly as he kissed her head, "You live with her. You could have plans with her anytime."

"I know, but she was nice enough to let me live with her. I'm not going to cancel on her at the last minute."

His lips trailed down to her neck kissing her skin softly, "If you insist."

"I do. Come on." Mia turned around pressing a kiss to his lips before moving to board their flight back to Florida.


End file.
